Four  Songs, 


The  Braes  of  GlenifFer. 
Shannon  and  Chesapeake, 
Fourteenth  of  April. 
Fly  not  yet. 
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BRAES  OF  GLENIFFER. 

KEEN  blaws  the  win' o'er  the^braes  o'  GlenifFer, 
The  auld  castle's  turrets  are  cover'd  wr  snaw, 
How  chang'd  frae  the  time  when  I  met  wi'  my  lover, 
Amang  the  broom  bushes  by  Stanely  green  shav^. 
The  wild  flowr's  o'  simmer  were  spread  a'  sae  bon- 

The  mavis  sang  sweet  frae  the  green  birken 
tree; 

Jiut  far  to  the  camp  they  ha'e  march'd  my  dear  ; 
Johnnie,  ' 
An'  now  it  is  winter  wi'  nature  an'  me. 
An'  now  it  is  winter  wi'  nature  an'  m.e, 

Thenilk  thing  around  uswas blithesome  an'  cheery, 
Then  ilk  thing  around  us  was  bonnv  an'  braw: 
Now  naething  is  heard  but  the  \vin'  whistVm' 
dreary. 

An'  naething  is  seen  but  the  white  spreadmg 
snaw : 

rhe  trees  are  a'  bare>  an'  the  birds  mute  an^  dowie, 
They  shake  the  cauld  drift  frae  their  wings  as 
they  flee. 

Ail'  chirp  out  their  plaints,  seeming  wae  for  my 
Johnnie,  .  ^ 

•  Tis  winter  wi'  them  an'  'tis  winter  wi' m-^. 
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Yon  cauld  sweety  cloud  skifFs  along  the bleakmoun- 
tains, 

An'  shakes  the  dark  firs  on  the  stey  rocky  brae^ 
While  dov/n  the  deep  glen  bawls  the  snaw  flooded 
fountain, 

That  murmur'd  sae  sweet  to  my  laddie  an'  me: 
It's  not  its  loud  roar  on  the  wintry  win'  swollin', 
It's  not  the  cauld  blast  bring  the  tears  i'  my 
e'e. 

For  o*  gin  I  saw  my  bonny  Scots  callan^ 

The  dark  days  o'  winter  were  simmer  to  me. 


SHANNON  AND  CHESAPEAKE, 
COME  all  you  gallant  seameny, 

Landsmen  listen  unto  me, 
Whilst  I  relate  a  bloody  fight^^ 

Was  lately  fought  at  sea. 
So  fierce  and  hot  upon  each  side,. 

As  plainly  did  appear,  > 
There's  not  been  such  a  bait'  M,. 

No  not  this  many  a  year 

The  eighteenth  day  of  Ma^ 

From  Halifax  we  set  sail, 
And  up  the  American  coast  we 

With  a  sweet  and  pleasant  gale. 
And  standing  off  New  York  river^ 

On  the  twenty  second  day, 
A  sloop  of  war  round  Sandy  Hook, 

A  man  from  our  mast  head  did  spy, 
We  gave  her  three  broadsides. 

Her  colours  soon  came  down, 


Wc  ncnt  Da  board  our  Master?  mate 

With  a  nuriiber  of  our  meno 
Standing  further  to  the  northward, 

Being  ordered  for  to  go ; 
And  crueing  off  Boston  Bay, 

Our  captain  commanded  so. 

On  the  twenty-eighth  day  of  May, 

Off  Boston  Bay  we  lay, 
We  sent  a  challenge,  td  the  Chesapeake, 

To  engage  us  in  the  bay. 
Our  commander  of  the  Shannon, 

Gallant  Brooks  was  hws  name, 
Chear  up  your  hearts  my  seamen  bold. 

For  now  she's  bearing  down. 

And  on  the  first  of  J)ine,  my  boys, 

'1  he  weather  bein?r  clear, 
Bold  Lawrence,  he  soon  hove  in  sight, 

Aa  plainly  you  shatl  hear. 
And  In  the  space  of  twenty^  one  minuteSj 
■t  The  action  hot  oegun, 
And -after  two  or' three  broadsides, 

Foul  of  yarvi  and  yard  we  came. 

Being  bro;adside  to  broadside, 

Our  cannons  loud  did  roar, 

nile  ninety-five  seamen  and  marines^ 

I^ay  bleeding  in  their  gore. 
Which  causes  many  a  widow  * 

In  Scotia  for  to  mourn. 
And  ma.ny  desolate  mothers. 

Lamenting  the  first  of  June. 


the  space  of  fifteen  minutes, 

This  action  it  did  hold. 
All  on  the  briny  ocean, 

Men  never  fought  more  bold. 
The  Americans  we  must  confess 
,  They  did  their  valour  shew, 
Buc,  the  remainder  of  our  ship's  company, 

Soon  brought  their  colours  low. 

Great  rejoicings  were  made  in  Boston, 
;  Their  bells  did  loudly  ring, 
|xpecting  our  commander  and  crew, 
I  Prisoners  to  be  brought  in. 
|.ut  unto  their  misfortune, 
[i  We  soon  did  let  them  knov/, 
That  the  Chesapeake  to  the  Shannon, 
Her  colours,  had  laid  low. 


THE  FOURTEENTH  OF  APRIL,  ' 
ON  the  fourteenth  day  of  April, 

As  you  might  hear  them  say. 
Our  goodly  ship  was  launch'd. 

Upon  that  very  day. 
Bound  for  the  stormy  ocean, 

Where  thundering  cannons  roar, 
We  left  our  parents  weeping, 

All  on  our  native  shore. 

Like  Iionc>  bold  undaunted 
;   We  bore  away  to  sea, 
Nothing  we  could  espy,  brave  boys, 
Till  early  the  next  day  j 
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About  the  hour  of  ten  o'clock, 

A  Darish  ship  we  spied, 
Stand  to  your  guns  my  hearts  of  oak, 

Our  noble  captain  cried. 

Each  man  unto  his  quarters 

So  quickly  did  repair, 
,  "We  knocked  down  our  cablns^, 

'  And  sweep  our  decks  quite  clear, 
Then  we  engaged  that  privateer, 

'I'ill  once  she  bore  away, 
That's  bravely  done  our  captain  cried,. 
For  soon  we'll  make  them  stay. 

When  our  bold  captain  found 
The  enemy's  ship  was  gone, 

We  crowded  ail  our  sail,  brave  boys, 
And  after  her  did  run  : 

So  closely  we  bore  after  her, 

,    Till  early  the  next  day, 

When  a  lofty  bold  French  Privateer, 
Come  hearing  down  that  way, 

She  hailed  us  in  French,  my  boys. 

And  boldly  bid  us  stand, 
Saying,  Where  is  your  country  ? 

Where  doth  your  ship  belong  ? 
But  the  answer  we  returned  .hem. 

It  was  a  quick  reply, 
If  you  are  our  foe,  we'll  let  you  know. 

We  are  true  British  boys. 

But  when  this  bold  French  Privateer^ 
Found  we  were  British  boys. 
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ifihe  hoisted  up  her  colours, 

And  at  us  she  let  fly  ; 
Then  broadside  for  broadside, 

Where  thundering  cannons  roar, 
And  we  sun^c  this  bold  French  privateer. 

All  on  our  native  shore. 

All  in  that  gallant  action, 

Our  captain  he  was  slain, 
Likewise  our  second  maet, 

And  twenty  of  our  men. 
While  the  rest  our  bold  seamen, 

They  we.ve  bedeck'd  in  bloody 
But  like  bold  Alexander, 

Through  fire  and  smoke  we  .stood. 

But  now  the  battle's  over. 

And  fit  for  sea  no  more, 
For  the  loss  of  legs  and  arms, 

We  poor  seamen  now  doth  mourn, 
No  benefit  we  have, 

From  the  mercy  of  the  waves, 
VBut  still  true  British  seamen,    *  . 

We  doth  our  country  save. 

FLY  NO  l^  YET. 
FLY  not  yet,  'tis  just  the  hour 
"When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower. 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light, 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  night. 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon  ! 
'Twas  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made ; 
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*Tis  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh!  stay, — oh!  stay,— 
Joy,  so  seldom  wepes  a  chain 
Like  this  to-night,  that,  oh  !  'tis  pain 
To  break  its  links  so  spon^ 

Fly  not  yet ;  the  fount  that  play'd 
In  times  of  old  thro'  Ammon's  shade, 
Tho'  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran, 
Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mirth,  began 

To  burn  when  night  was  near  : 
And  thus  should  woman's  heart  and  looks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter-brooks, 
Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  returning, 
Brings  their  genial  hour  for  burning. 

Oh  !  str.y, — oh  !  stay, — 
When  did  morning  ever  break, 
And  find  such  beaming  eyes  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle  here! 


FINIS. 


